5s                     MADAME PARPILLON'S INN

mittens and her love for bills. It is true that I expected a girl and a
boy and life has decreed otherwise. But I foresaw, fairly and squarely,
the suburban house and the palm tree in the middle of the garden,
which for a long time feared the frost. I remember that everything
shone in the richest colours, just as to-day the immediate future lights
up that picture in which, shaking off our rheumatisms, and enjoying
the first spring sunshine, we shall promenade arm in arm down the
covered walk.

Thus my imagination gave me the effect of a magic lantern, in
which the future called for a flood of light and condemned the past
to a dreary black and white. Not that my memories were muddled
nor incomplete. But things and people only preserved a diminished
life without warmth nor depth. The long days at school which
typhoid fever forced me to give up, as well as the evenings spent in the
dining-room between Aunt Garo and Aunt Emily had the same
discoloured threadbare aspect.

But the last hour of all, that was totally invisible. And if I pre-
sumed to raise my voice, to call upon my rights, to speak about
compulsion, the struggle with the imperceptible sooner or later turned
against me and only the night delivered me. (My sleep was proof
against ghosts.) The night delivered me from that intractable hour
by dismissing them all together,

All this told, punctuated by the approval of my confidante, I went
upstairs leaving her noisily fastening the bolts and rummaging in the
kitchen. Shortly afterwards in her nightdress she brought me a
tisane. Then I remained for some moments breathing in the cool
air, my head thrust through the dormer window. I looked on to the
yard. Below my hostess' little light soon went out. The stables
were swallowed up in the mist.

The main building looks on to the rue Grenouillere, a dark and
tortuous alleyway which follows the remains of the old ramparts,
whereas the carriage entrance now condemned, opens on to the rue
Fusterie. In the square the inn-sign advertises its promises of enjoy-
ment and carefree comfort.

Leaving the inn and following the windings of the alley, you come
to an undistinguished well in the middle of a triangular open space;
to a decaying tower^ where the knife-grinder's family grows and
multiplies; to a dry fountain, where the street urchins ride astride
on the tritons. Finally, there is the prison crowned with broken
glass, and with a girl waiting before its nailed door,

A stairway leads to the Capitol gardens, mounting freely between
the heaps of household rubbish. I advise you to watch your feet as
you "climb. But when you have reached the last step, turn round;